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The Price Of Bread In Kaedwen 


by The Supervillains Goatee 


Summary 


Vesemir stumbles across an odd Witcher while dispatching a Leshan. 


Chapter 1 


Vesemir ran into the weird Witcher while hunting a Leshy. 
Literally. 


There were screams in the direction of the road running toward Ard Carraigh and Vesemir 
turned and sprinted in that direction....only to collide headlong into a peculiar man who 
dropped out a portal. 


They both went down and scrambled to get to their feet and Vesemir cursed and dashed off 
toward the location of the screams. 


Suddenly the screaming cut off abruptly. 


Never mind, Vesemir has marked the location. He gallops toward where he can hear the 
monster moving around. 


The Leshy had reduced a merchant family to bloody smears. Not a single survivor. Not even 
the horses harnessed to the carriage survived. 


The leshy keeps turning into bats! What kind of bloody mutant was this? Did a Bruxa fuck a 
tree or something? 


Vesemir made the sign for Aard and the resulting blast didn't even leave a dent! 


Before Vesemir could follow up the portal man shouts a word and the Leshy explodes in a 
fireball much larger than /gni typically produces. 


‘Hmm, is he another Witcher? He smells like wolf and magic but I've never seen him before. I 
thought I met all of Wolf School except the youngest litter of pups." 


The newcomer pokes around at the victims remains with a stick. He haltingly asked, "What 
do we do with...?" He looked rather green around the gills. 


Vesemir looked up from where he was rummaging through their belongings for his payment. 
"We leave them for the town alderman to collect and bury." 


Vesemir squinted and peered into his eyes. Not a Witcher then? A mage of some sort. 


The other looked at him and said, "Where is guild for..for -he pantomimed stabbing with 
sword- monsters for gold coin? I join." 


Vesemir stuffed the coins and meager loot into the bags on his pack horse. "Guild? Do you 
mean a Witcher School?" 


"Is place to stab stab stab monster for money?" 


"Yes, lad, that's the place. But you're a wee bit old to go through the trials and become a 
Witcher." Vesemir began walking down the road Ard Carraigh. 


"No, I go. I join. I earn money with Sui. Wait for Fel, Dora, and Gon-ji." 
"Wait?" 


"This one lost. Magic circle teleport far away. Waiting for companion to find. Gods and 
Goddesses willing." 


Vesemir kidded the pup, "What if the gods aren't willing?" 
"Then they can get their booze and snacks from someone else!" The pup was indignant. 
"Wut?" 


"I make offering to goddesses and gods and they give me blessing. No blessing, no offering. I 
don't work for free!" 


"Well, you certainly have the right attitude for a Witcher, boy." 


weno 


The self named Mukouda speaks some sort dialect of Hen Llinge. Vesemir understands one 
word in three and that is mostly a guess. Fortunately the lad is a quick learner and picks up 
Common Speech and Ellylon quickly as he and Vesemir walk along the road together. 


Mukouda pulls out some coins from his leather bag and shows them to Vesemir, "Are these 
worth anything?" 


"I don't recognize the denomination. I don't know what country they come from. You'd have 
to exchange them for local currency. The gold and silver coins would be the most valuable 
and the copper the least valuable." 


"Thank you...how much does loaf of bread cost?" 


"Hah? Not much. You can get a loaf or two for five crowns. A crown is the same as an 
oren." 


When they reach town Mukouda spots a pair of Halflings huddling in a narrow alley. It's 
clear they're pretending at being homeless human orphans. 


Mukouda stops and pulls out a small silver coin and shows it to them, "How much this inn 
charge for ale?" 


"A quart of good lager is 5 orens." 
"Is that cheap for ale?" 


"Naw, ‘bout average." 


"Thank you!" And Mukouda handed them the coin. 


The two Witchers carry on to the town square and Vesemir checks the board to see if there 
was a contract for the Leshy. No such luck. So they find the town council and inform the 
alderman about the wagon and dead family and the leshen attack. 


Mukouda shows the Alderman some of his gold coins, "How much bury?" 
The old man took ai// the coins and murmured "how generous". 


Vesemir harrumphed and dragged Mukouda away. "There wasn't any contract for that 
monster so we only got the pittance those people were carrying. The town isn't hurting for 
burial funds. It's not our job to bury the dead." 


"No, but I learned that iron and copper coins are not worth much here. Small gold coin is 
floren and small silver coins are worth oren. Large gold coin is mark. Can exchange money 
now. Also, won't be overcharged at market." 


"Well, aren't you a clever pup!" 

Mukouda shrugged. "Some people bad. Like to cheat foreigners and not humans." 
Vesemir laughed. "So there are. Let's get your coins changed and find a good inn." 
"Sure. I can provide food. Sui wake up. Sui is getting hungry." 

They turn down a quiet alley. "What the fuck is Sui?" 

"I show." 


They make another turn into a private corridor and Mukouda reaches into this travel bag and 
pulls out what Vesemir can only describe as a clear, round blob. The blob blinks. 


"What the fuck is that thing?" Vesemir hisses and draws out his silver sword. 


Mukouda hugs the weird thing to his chest protectively. "Is monster friend. Slime. Won't hurt 
people." 


"It's friendly?" Vesemir gives the Slime a poke with his finger. I have never seen anything 
like it." 


"Sui is good child. We form contract. Sui helps hunt monsters." 


Mukouda slides the slime monster back into his bag and then reaches into some kind of 
Wayfarers portal that appears out of thin air and pulls out a sandwich stuffed full of meat and 
cheese and the Sui creature absorbs it. 


Vesemir wonders what the fuck sort of school Mukouda came from. 


aaa a 


Vesemir stares at Deglan and Reidrich. "What do you mean they all passed? Mukouda helped 
them pass?" 


"Well, this latest group of pups and your friend Mukouda have passed all the Changes and 
Trials." 


"In record time, no less!", adds Deglan. 


"So we have dozens of Witcher pups. Nearly a hundred. Quite the unexpected blessing. 
According to Mukouda, the blessing is from some God called Vahagn which the pups need to 
offer a jar of Mahakaman mead once a week to now." 


"So none of the pups died?" Vesemir looked shell-shocked. "I mean that's terrific news. But 
how?" 


"We're not sure about the Trials. But the Red Swamp is now empty of monsters. It's been 
completely cleared. There's not even poisonous snakes or mosquitos left. They're gone." 


"The hell?" Vesemir asks weakly. "What about the Changes?" 


"Yes, we're astonished too. Apparently Mukouda picked up the potion bottle for the Changes 
and stared at it for awhile before saying something about it being contaminated and then 
handed the whole thing to his pet, that thing called Sui, which absorbed it and then excreted 
the potion back out again." 


"For reasons I cannot fathom the Mage in charge of this batch of initiate Changes decided to 
use the excrement instead of postponing until new potion could be created." 


"Fuck." Really, Vesemir couldn't really think of anything else to say! 

"Yes, fuck." 

"A fucking blessing. Now please take him away." 

Filavandrel looked contemptuous at Vesemir's refusal to search out the missing girls. 


Mukouda smiled. "Don't be so hasty saying no. Let's discuss this over a meal, hmm?" He 
pulled out his folding table and small cookstove. 


"A meal!?" 


"Yes, food. Time for lunch. We sit and eat and discuss contract." Mukouda lays out a 
chopping board and his knives. 


Luka and Sven, the traitors, sit down and pull out their wooden bowls. 


"Where did he get that? It looked like he reached into a Wayfarer's Stone? Is he a sorcerer?" 


The other Witchers have gotten used to Mukouda's casual everyday use of magic but it still 
startled outsiders like Filavandrel. 


"No, Iam cook. This is box for items. Magic box. I keep possessions in it." Mukouda starts 
chopping vegetables. 


Vesemir tries to wrangle the weird foreign Witcher back to the Path where they get paid for 
their troubles. "There's no contract. They don't have any money." 


"I pay gold. Witcher brothers investigate. Elf will owe me favor for gold. Come sit we eat 
and discuss like civilized people." 


Filavandrel looked alarmed and suspicious. "What kind of favor?" 


"You know about everyone in Dol Blathanna, yes? I need oldest Elf. Older than six hundred. 
I need to ask them questions." 


"That's what you want in trade? To question an old Elf?" 
"Someone from here. Remembers what here was like, yes." 
"What are you looking for?" 


"Portal bring me. Need Portal to send back. Companions no find me. Portal was made six 
hundred years ago. Need old one who remembers!" 


"I don't know if I can deliver an Elf that old who remembers what happened here six hundred 
years ago." 


"You try. That is good enough. Now we eat and talk about investigation." 


Vesemir really, really wants to tell them all to go fuck themselves and walk away but 
Mukouda has pulled out some sort of massive steaming roast and it smells like it's going to 
be the best thing the Witchers have ever tasted in their lives. 


Gods damn it all to hell. 


Chapter 2 


Chapter Notes 


See the end of the chapter for notes 


Because the School of the Wolf was hip deep in pups and they had barely two dozen grown 
Brothers in attendance and a dozen or so mages, and Deglan and Reidrich had a grudge 
against Vesemir for the whole Mukouda incident, Vesemir found himself with child. 


Several children, in fact. 
A whole fucking litter of Witcher pups!!! 
Gods damn it all! 


That is to say, Vesemir, Mukouda, Sven, and Luka started off with orders from Deglen to take 
out some of the newly minted pups for mentoring. 


They were tasked with raising and training Eskel, Lambert, Geralt, and Remus in the ways of 
The School of the Wolf. But then Lamby cried because his friend Voltehre was being sent off 
with another Elder brother, so of course Mukouda said Voltehre could join them too. 


Somehow along the way they acquired Coén, who was a Griffin chick, and Aiden, who was a 
Kitten. 


They just showed up one day for breakfast and never left. 
Vesemir couldn't really blame them. It was crepes with raspberry mascarpone. 
He swung Geralt up onto the back of Pickle, his horse. 


'No, Eskel, he gets to ride because his short little legs can't keep up with the rest of you! Not 
because he's the tiniest and cutest of the litter! 


So off they all went for what Mukouda called a "Dungeon Party" with the elf, Filavandrel aén 
Fidhail, for the hunt for the missing elf girls in the forest outside Ard Carraigh. 


They found some weird-ass Mahr in an Elven ruin with the girls. 


It shrieked in rage at the sight of all the Witchers and the Sui creature spat a wad of gunk into 
the creature's face blinding it. While it howled in agony and tried to claw the muck off it's 
rapidly melting face, Sui expanded to the size of a small house and sealed it into a dead end 
hallway whilst the Witcher pups took a stab at killing it with their silver swords or cast Signs 
to burn it, blow it up, or bind it while a glyph of binding held it down. 


The elf and Mukouda tended to the mutated and dying children. Well, mainly, Mukouda 
poured just poured some of his elixir down them and the elf escorted them outside. 


The adult Witchers shouted advice and instructions for a bit until they decided the children 
had enough fun and decided to finish off "the Boss" as Mukouda called it. 


Before they entered the creature's den, Mukouda had stamped their weapons and armour with 
what he called a "saint's seal" that looked for all the world like rubber stamp the King's 
Exchequer used to stamp Contracts 'closed' but damned if it didn't make every strike against 
the creature all the more damaging while protecting them better than Yrden or Quen 
combined! 


That done they headed down to a town to sleep in an inn in real beds. Not that they'd been 
sleeping rough. Mukouda made them an odd looking beehive-shaped cottage out of the earth 
each night they were on the road. 


Instead of bedrolls on the ground, they slept in futons under down comforters. 


Their camp came complete with a bathhouse that had a tub full of steaming, pristine water 
they could all soak in together after the Sui creature washed them all down with scented 
soaps. 


Vesemir had no idea where or what mage crafted the hair treatments for Mukouda but that 
shit was godly! They'd never had such luscious, flowing shiny silken locks before. 


That and the food made the whole hell trip nearly bearable. 


For reasons he couldn't fathom, but suspected had something to do with yellowfin tuna 
carpaccio with lime and capers, Filavandrel aén Fidhail and the elf girls were following along 
with them. 


Don't they have homes they need to get back to, Filavandrel? 

What do you mean they're all orphans? 

Shit, fine. So long as they can hold a bow and keep up! 

Mukouda seemed to take their absurdly huge "brotherhood" in stride. 


Whatever Witcher School he'd gone to emphasized never going out alone. They only went 
out in parties that had melee fighters, long-range fighters, mid-range fighters, contract beasts, 
and at least one dedicated healer, magician and/or priest. 


Going out individually was seen as suicidal and unheard of. 


Vesemir had a lot of questions about this. Mostly along the lines of why the eff did the School 
of the Wolf walk the Path alone? Because the whole partnership thing was raking in money 
for them hand over fist. They were what Mukouda called "grinding a level" which meant 
taking all the Contracts in a town and completing them for a set fee for the whole "team". 


With no serious injuries! 


Not that they had much to worry about there. 


Sven, who had lost his left arm, back when he and Vesemir were doing their Trial of the 
Medallion, had had a nasty knock to the head during a supply run in some scruffy little town 
near the border. A bunch of nasty little thugs hopped up on Redanian religious fervor decided 
to start shit with the "inhuman freaks". 


Sven was herding the pups through the market with a list of vegetables Mukouda needed for 
dinner that night when some bright light decided to hurl a clay wine jug at them. 


While the others tackled and tied up the jerks and the pups rummaged through bags for 
Swallow, Mukouda pulled out a bottle of what looked like water and told Sven to drink. 


Cleared up Sven's concussion within seconds.....and regrew his arm in minutes. 
Seriously, what the hell? Swallow was good but not 'regrow limbs' good! 
Damn! 


Mukouda didn't seem to think this was the slightest bit astonishing and was examining a flyer 
he'd picked up off the ground. 


'Witchers are rogues without virtue, conscience or scruple, true diabolic creations, fit only 
for killing. There is no place amidst honest men for such as they.' 


"Who is handing these out?", he asked the turnip vendor that Sven had been clobbered in 
front of. 


"A fine, generous noble lady! She came from Aretuza! She and the priests told us all about 
you disgusting impure creatures!" 


"Oh, has she converted many people then?" 
"Most of Daevon follow the Redanian teachings now!" 


"I've never heard them. I no longer wish to be a sinner. Where in town can one be 
converted?" 


"The Lady and the priests have left for the capital! They have an important council meeting 
to attend to!" 


"Oh, well, thanking. We must be on our way." 


Mukouda leaned over and whispered to Vesemir, Luka, and Filavandrel, "These people hate 
Witchers and non-humans. They are spreading hateful lies. We must nip this in the bud." 


"No, we must not! The plan was to travel down the Buinna River to Hagge for the drowner!" 


"Vesemir, Mukouda is right. You can't ignore these people. Not nipping this in the bud led to 
my kind being driven to near extinction living on the margins. If something isn't done, you 
Witchers and the other last non-humans in Kaedwen may be driven out or killed like us!" 


Mukouda clapped Vesemir on the back. "Don't worry. People like this I have dealt with 
before. We will go to Ard Carraigh, we will see council, we will see king, and we will make 
our own speeches. When I am done, it will be them who gets run out of town." 


Vesemir dropped down on bench the market had placed for patrons and slumped forward 
with his head in his hands and groaned in agony. 


"This is too much like hero work! We don't do heroics!" 


Mukouda patted him placatingly. "Have a beer and some snacks", offering him a flagon and a 
plate. 


"Hah, quit trying to bribe me with food!" 
"Mmm, no! Not since it works." 


"Damn it!", Vesemir mumbled through a mouthful of chicken nanban because he really was 
that weak to Mukouda's food. 


Chapter End Notes 


The first version of this chapter got deleted so I had to rewrite from memory. Hopefully 
the plot holes aren't to egregious. 


Chapter 3 


Yennefer of Vengerberg 


"Isn't Vengerberg in Aedirn? What's she doing here?" 
Geralt exclaimed about the girl-child, Yenny. 


Mukouda brought the filthy, smelly child back to the House of Mukoda one day and when 
asked why he had her. 


Mukouda-san just scowled fiercely and said, "They made her live in a pig pen!" 
And that was that. 


She was prickly little thing but cleaned up rather nice and took to monster slaying like a duck 
to water. 


38 2K 2 ok 


Julian Alfred Pankratz, Viscount de Lettenhove, aka Buttercup aka Dandelion aka 
Jaskier 


Geralt was seriously reconsidering his plan to take contracts on the continent of the Northern 
Kingdoms. 


The pay was shit, the accommodations were shit, the monster parts had very little re-sale 
value. 


He came to Kaer Morhen through Kazu's Portal with the Witcher maintenance and 
recruitment party to have a poke around the School of the Wolf's old homestead and see what 
Vesemir and the older brothers had spent years reminiscing about. 


He hardly remembered the place. Just a looming, dark castle and getting stuffed full of 
Mukouda-san's finest campfire cooking. 


The castle was as promised. Impressively large and looming. Now empty and only used once 
a decade for the trials. The pups were whisked off to Karelina Town and the New Witcher 
school in Leonhart kingdom. 


The trip so far had been a terrible mistake. Somehow he'd acquired a bard. 
One that talked and joked, non-stop. 


And ate all his katsudon and drank all his beer! 


The bard also composed songs and sang them. 

"Toss a coin to your Witcher.." 

Dreadful. 

"Less singing and more peeling!" Geralt shoved the bucket of potatoes closer to Jaskier. 


"This is not the Valley of Plenty I had in mind!" 


38 2K 2 ok 


Rubanov Holy Kingdom (JL \ / 7 ##32 42], Rubanofu Shinsei Oukoku) is a religious 
country with human supremacy as the country's dogma. The home country of Rubanov. They 
discriminate against other races and thought of other races as evil. The country is deeply 
respectful of their religion's doctrine and is hostile to Malbert Kingdom, Elman Kingdom and 
Leonhart Kingdom. 


Rayseer Kingdom (lf 2) £3, Reiseheru-okoku) is the kingdom that performed the 
ancient ceremony of Hero Summoning which summoned Mukoda, Kaito, Kanon and Rio. 
Unknown to them, the real purpose was to expand the kingdom's territory. Rayseer is a nation 
with racial discrimination, who abuses other races such as Elves, Dwarves and beasts. The 
foolish King Ivan set up a war against neighboring countries, but eventually was defeated in 
response to the revolt of slaves and the fierce counterattack of neighboring countries. The 
royal family and nobles were executed, while some were enslaved to the kingdom of Malbert. 
Rayseer Kingdom disappeared from the map. 


Malbert Kingdom (Y )L\~—)L EE, Maruberu-okoku) is the kingdom to the west of 
Rayseer Kingdom. It is an egalitarian state without racism but is not blessed with neighboring 
kingdoms. Later, Kaito, Kanon and Rio will be exiled and they choose Malbert Kingdom as 
their base of activities. The Royals at the palace knew the existence of the Summoned Heroes 
but they will observe in the sidelines. 


Elman Kingdom (1) Y > ££], Eruman-okoku) is a country located northeast of the 
continent. An egalitarian nation next to Leonhart Kingdom, and also holds an alliance with 
the kingdom. 


Leonhart Kingdom (l 7 +“/\)L | EE, Reonharuto-okoku) a kingdom located to the 
south of Elman Kingdom. An egalitarian state that Mukoda settled in. Two dungeons have 
been cleared under Mukoda, and greatly influenced the Leonhart Kingdom's foods, culture 
and goods from earth have spread to the country folks. Under the the watchful eyes of the 
King of Leonhart Kingdom and backing of the people from the adventurer guild , the nobles 
doesn't try to interfere with Mukoda's activities. 


Astafyev Kingdom (7 A” & 7 4 17 £E,, Asutafiefu dkoku) is a defunct kingdom 600 
years ago from the time Mukoda Tsuyoshi was summoned. The kingdom was also known to 


have done the ceremony of Hero Summoning to which they have summoned a man 
colloquially called Kazu (Matsumoto Kazuki, university student, skill 'wise man' ) from 
Japan 2014. He was skeptical of the country that summoned him so he rewrote his status 
‘wanderer' and escape the kingdom. He had multiple demi-human wives and created 
teleportation stones. 


Please drop by the Archive and comment to let the creator know if you enjoyed their work! 


